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The wealthy quarter of Patiala, where an array of
new-built palaces and stately mansions has sprung
up in the cool shade of lofty groves, is of recent
growth, a youngster. A prodigal but duteous son,
it has not strayed from its progenitor, the ancient
mother-city, but prefers to live luxurious days tied
to her apron-strings, while that worthy, bare-footed
crone, Old Patiala, toils and sweats in the dusty
labyrinth of her bazaars, under a blazing sun.
One morning I visited the little town, which for all
its age looks brisk as ever. During these gala days
especially a mood of bright activity reigned in the
streets and quaint old houses. From the carved
wooden balconies hung gay orange streamers like
those I had seen in the residential quarter; here,
however, the mottoes were inscribed in the vernacu-
lar. Door-frames were plastered with gold-leaf and
coloured ribbons, and here and there at a cross-
road a small triumphal arch bridged the street with
graceful arabesques of flowers.
Here in the old town one had a glimpse of the
workers behind the scenes, feverishly making ready
for the splendid pageants that were taking place day
after day in the new quarter, in a sumptuous setting
of palaces and gardens. Tailors bent over gaudy
tissues, squatting on the road outside their booths so
as to have a better light and to work the quicker ;
now and then they paused to shake the silken fabric
when street-dust had collected on the tracings of the
seams. Dyers, their heads and arms stained saf-
fron-yellow, were plunging into cauldrons flecked
with orange foam the turbans which were being
handed them at every moment. Near them the
barbers, crowded out of house and home, had set up